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	Abnormality of Anonymity

His leg throbbed as usual, but he found no relief in the medications that bulged from his pockets. The pain was more muted than the norm, like a shadow of its former, hammering self. His jaded blue eyes, dampened by pain, flickered over the collection of people strolling around the sun soaked promenade.

Families, couples…and friends.

The acutely knowledgeable eyes fluttered shut.

Friends…so many had a handful that they could claim as their own, he…he had just one.

One friend that had been there through the turmoil, the addictions, the losses. One friend that had shared in the highs, the puzzles and the games.

One friend that had stood the test of time.

He had buried that friend.

The eyes clenched under their papery lids, and the pain in his leg suddenly seemed to come alive again.

With a vengeance.

Winching, he stretched out the much abused limb and stared down at it with a hitched breath.

Did it all come back to this damn leg?

He had been an ass before, sure he had. He had been a maverick, always pushing the boundaries…but he had been able to love.

Been able to let people in…hell, he'd let _Stacey _in.

The nostrils flared.

It had all gone downhill since then, since the operation…since the pain began.

Yet Wilson had inexplicably stood strong beside him, engaging him, enabling him. His one constant.

…and now he was gone.

The hand that once was the cure to ailments unknown tightened around the withered cane, it would no longer fly across a whiteboard. No longer would it bring about the seemingly unachievable. The hand would never, no matter how acerbically, teach a new generation.

His gut clenched. Faces flashed in his mind's eye.

They would never know it, they would never consider it to be within the realm of possibility, but…he had cared. Insofar as he knew how…about them.

His originals.

Foreman…

His lips twitched slightly despite himself.

Foreman… would be the most unaffected by his departure. He was the most self assured, the most adaptable to change.

Cameron…would blame herself. She was no doubt continuing her search for him, though he knew she would never find him. She would be ok though, she was a lot stronger than she knew.

Chase…he was the real conundrum.

That kid had driven him up the walls, because he was the most like him. Coming from a seemingly perfect family, that was so flawed behind those picked fences. Being the product of an absentee father.

He sighed once more.

Glancing out over the calm waters his mind danced of its own volition to… Cuddy.

What a fool's errand that had been.

His lips curved with an artificial mirth.

He was often thought insane, and that surely was his most insane act. To allow himself to believe that he could have had the all American dream with the elusive Lisa. That he could ever possibly be a suitable person to have around Rachel.

A tinkling laugh distracted him, and the watered down eyes followed the source as it passed.

Two parents, two children and a dog.

The little girl of the four was laughing happily as she chased behind a beleaguered looking Jack Russell.

The eyes fluttered down again.

That could have been Wilson…he was the family man type.

Well…if you discounted the ex wives that was.

Maybe he could have…maybe he could have had that if he hadn't been so drawn into the web of misery that he spun.

Now…now he lay cold in the ground, a victim of his own profession.

Without a wife or child to his name.

Without a family to call his own.

Was he responsible?

Could it have been with Amber? Could James have built a life with her? She was on that bus because of him…in fact; every single besieging act afflicting his friend came back to him.

The hand tightened further around the moulting cane.

Had his misery been so desperate for company that it had destroyed everything in its wake?

A slight shudder ran down his spine as the full force of his separation from the world enveloped him.

He was finally, totally alone.

No one loved Greg House.

Well, maybe his mother, but she was fading. He could tell.

No one would mourn his death when it happened, no one would swarm into a funeral home with tears springing in the eyes.

No one.

He sat atop the grassy hill with the seasonally pleasant wind at his back for several hours.

Memories, and regrets played across his mind like a bizarre reflective production of his existence, and it didn't make for pleasant viewing.

The opportunities missed and the relationships poisoned swam across his peripheral vision, to the tune of frivolity of the gathered leisure seekers.

The one thing that had given him meaning, given him a purpose was gone.

He wasn't Dr Greg House anymore.

Now he was Greg…just Greg.

There would be no more puzzles, no more anomaly's to lull himself into a fitful sleep. No more would he feel the thrill, nature's natural pain relief of the answer.

He would never save another life, not that he could even pretend to himself that that had been what it was about.

It was never about them.

It was always about him.

…and now it was gone.

It was gone, _he _was gone, _they _were gone.

So what now?

He had biked every conceivable open road, drank every mind numbing liquor the States possessed.

Running from his pain had led him to this spot.

…where his parents had brought him as a child.

Where the artificial memories of his childhood played out.

He hadn't meant to come to this place, and as he raked a gaze over the grassy plains, he knew he would never see it again.

A shrink would tell him he was there because he felt connected.

He would tell them he was there because he was lost.

The leg was throbbing again.

With one last look around the sunlit park, he slowly heaved himself to his feet. Limping over to his bike, he stowed his cane into the custom compartment.

A wince was evident as he lumped his tired leg over the seat, and settled himself on the saddle.

He cast another look around the park, his mantras of not long ago, yet seemingly a lifetime ago, rattling around his head.

_You don't need anyone. _

_You don't anyone to need you. _

_You're fine as you are. _

Shutting the visor down with a snap, he shook his head and murmured into the soft leather protecting the brain he would never again use for its earthly purpose.

"_Everybody lies." _

A/N: Just a short one shot on how I feel House may have to term with Wilson's eventual death after their trip, and being completely alone.


End file.
